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Hands 


If Robert had to sketch only one thing before he died, it would be Jimmy's hands. In his mind he turns them 
over, caresses the dips and creases and toughened skin, spoils of Jimmy's devotion to the guitar. It's not fair, 
because no hands should make Robert so flustered - he is the golden god of rock, with strings of pretty 


women willing to bed him - but Jimmy's make the blood rush to his nether regions. 


Jimmy catches him staring during rehearsal and gives a grin so dark it is almost blasphemous. "Like what you 


see?" he says in a soft, Teasing voice. 


"Go fuck yourself,” Robert manages to return, gripping the edges of his chair. He feels terribly, terribly 


vulnerable under the other's formidable gaze. 


"Mm, no," Jimmy says. Without putting down his guitar or his violin bow, he saunters over to Robert and 
straddles his lap, and Robert forgets how to speak. The nape of his neck presses against the top of the cold 
chair, and he shivers. Jimmy's weight seems that of a small bird, and his frail hipbones are prominent beneath 


pale, papery skin. Leaning close, he whispers in Robert's ear, "I'd rather have you do that." 
Eyes 


Jimmy's eyes add another dimension to Robert's world. In their sage-green depths, darkness speaks and 


starlight laughs, past and future cease to exist and hedonism sinks into the marrow of bones. 


Robert has to rip his gaze away and pretend his throat is not parched like an arctic wasteland and his heart is 
not striving to hammer its way out of his chest. When they are alone at night, Jimmy puts an index finger on 
Robert's stubbled chin and gently turns his head. Their eyes lock. "Liar," whispers Jimmy, his breath warm on 

Robert's mouth. 


And Robert tumbles into the abyss. 
Hair 


Robert used to have a thing for blonde hair. It reminded him of sunshine and set honey and hot, sugary drinks 
that warm chilled fingers in autumn. After his shows at the clubs he'd thread his fingers through doll-like 


women's blonde curls, newly washed and blow-dried, and think that it's good to be alive. 


So when he opened his door in ‘68 and saw all this fucking hair, wind-ruffled and darker than the shadows of 
midnight, he didn't even know what to do with himself, because his knees had turned to jelly and his heart was 
in his throat and he was being rude by not letting this raw-boned fellow in. 


Robert is furious with Jimmy for doing this to him, for making him lust after those luscious, dark waves that 
glint blue in the stage-lights; he wants to be the only one who can touch them, stroke them, toy with them. 
He sees a petite groupie twirl one strand around her finger, and sucks in a sharp breath, hot jealousy churning 


in his stomach. 


When he corners Jimmy backstage before a concert, the first thing he does his sink his fingers into those 
feathery locks, and his heart stutters in his chest, because it is more beautiful, more intimate than he ever 


thought it could be. He's surprised when Jimmy reciprocates, stroking his curls with a look of profound wonder. 
Lips 


Jimmy's lips are the shape of a perfect, bent bow, and are stained the hue of the rose Turkish delight 
clustered in the stalls of Marrakech. During a concert, when Robert presses their mouths together in the 
wings (he is weak, so weak), he tastes hurricanes and moonlight and the darkness of the ocean's depths, and 


music sweeps over him like a great wave. He doesn't want to let go, doesn't think he ever can. 


Robert breaks the kiss and searches Jimmy's face, and what he sees terrifies him. "You'll never be mine, will 


you?" he says, stroking the other's cheek with his knuckles. They are both damp with sweat, panting slightly. 
"No," Jimmy says in a soft voice, "but you can take me." 


And Robert does. 


